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Advertiſement. 


The Author | of the following Poems is not inſenſible, that by offering them to the 
Public, 7 may be expos'd to the cenſures of the N Critic and prophane Wit t— 
Nor is he /o vain 4 to think PEE exempt from imperſections ;—but the _ Reader 
will vverlook, however, thoſe diſpos'd to cenſure, may treat them with diſdain : And 
if the peryſal of them afford any happineſs lo the Virtuous mind, he will be ſatisfied ; 
while, ſhould their Publication, in the ſmalleſt deg ree, contribute to the GL 5 RY 

of lat REDEEMER, whom he hath, tho faiutly, attempted to ſet * 

he will efleem himſelf greatly rewarded, and the time he hath ſpent in their compoſitions 


devoled to the nobleſt Service. 


SUTTON in ASHFIELD, March 2, 1780. 
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175 775 O ME heav' aly Muſe, 5 teach my ſoul to bogs. 
C 


$ e CNor let a meaner r power aſſiſt the flame; 

The ubjecr 8 all divine nor will the aid 

That's givin A LEX IS when he ſings of Love 

Suffice me; No, my theme“ 8 above his ſtrains NEE 
Tis not a L AUR A 8 charms employ m ny powers g 

Nor all the ſweeteſt graces of her face, | 

With a meridian brightneſs ſhining there, 1 5 

In their full luſtre, thus can tempt my ſoul 

To ſing her merit; No, nor all the pride 


TY} 


Of nature, or deſign i in flowing riogley, . . | _- - 
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. The x A Z AR EE N. 
Or cles Circles round the F air#One' 8 neck 'L 


Can captivate my. heart. Born from the ſkies, 
The ſacred Muſe, beneath her mounting feet, 
Spurns the dull Earth, and riſes to her home, 
Where ſhe explores [with raptures only known 


In heav'n] the beauties. of th' exalted L A MBI 


HE ! deareſt object of my flaming love 
Fills this vaſt ſoul with tranſports all-divine ! 
And calls my heart, my tongue, my pen t employ 


Their every power, in adoration near 


His throne, and ſpeak. his praiſe, and write his love 
To loſt mankind O wondrous love indeed! 


Where 1 is thy origin, and what the cauſe, 
And what th' effects of this Rupendous, Love, 
Of God to Man, the fallen ſon of Pride 
The heir of endleſs woe, by i impious works, | 


Againſt his power divine, and grace immenſe. 


Let Roman Victors 49 heir trophies wine, Eo 5 
The crowns of vanquiſh* d Kingdoms, and the wreaths 


Of Laurels, while before the conqu ring train 


The N A Z A R E E N. 
Is blandiſh'd all the blood ting d blades of Swords 
That ſent a thouſand ſouls to their long home, 
And ſated even Death with the dread ſlaughter, 
While Syrens ſang their praiſe, Mine be the taſl 7 1 
To hymn th' INCARNATE GOD who conquer'd Death, ; 
Made Hell to tremble, and a ruin'd World | 
| Reſtor'd to perfect. bliſs. —Afiſt me. Maſe, 

To hail the Vierge who: gave the INPANT birth: 

And thou, O Sacred Spirit ! that did ſpeak | 
| The Godhead into Man, breathe o'er my ſoul 
In kindeſt love, and every chearful power 
| Shall bear her part in the delightful taſk, 
Nor longer ſlumber, but with rapt rous joy 
Gaze on the bliſsful ſpot. Hail humble place, wy | 
Where firſt the great Creator brearh 'd the air 


That he himſelf had form d, to ſupport | 
A worthleſs World, which could not flud fim r room 


But in a Stable where the Oxen fed! 
Say my Urania, ſay, ſhall grov ling worms, 
Proud worms of Earth refuſe to entertain 15 17 | 
The new-born STRAN GER ? Did not Angels join, 8 And 
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; And i in vaſt troops, ſwift thro the midnight ſkies. 
Deſcend, and ſing his birth in hymns-cœleſtiall, 
While the lift ning Spheres join'd-in the concert 
Which proclaim'd him come? Did not the Nauk. 
Who fill the ſeats of Heav/n, tune ev ry Harp, 
And ſtrike th immortal & Strings? Methinks 1 hear 
The Angel Gabriel ſweeping Heav'ns great Lyre, 
Whoſe ſpreading found charms every. ear above, 
And ecchoes down to Earth in accents ſweet, 262 © noi ba f 
« PEACE and GOOD-WILL tow'rds MEN. ? 
The buſtling day retir d. and peaceful an 5 5 
With all her train, ed by the ſilver Moon, oh, | 
Advanc'd, and ſcatter' d o'er the eaſtern World, 
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Which Evening boaſts ; ; the gentle henna play” d 
Thro' every Grove, and on the parching Plains , 


In rich profuſion 1 che ſweet balmy HEE 


| T he dews ſell ſmiling, while the favour d train wy | 


i 1 44 18 p * o E : 4 | * * 


Of humble Ruſtics, tending in the vale n 
2 heir fleecy flocks, fiſt heard chez joy proclaim? d. gh : | 

On Earth, and left the bleating Race, to £9... = : bs 
| To Bethl' em; thither by 1 the Meteor led . N . T 


— 4 
* 


The N A Z A RE E N. 
They urg d their way, and welcom' d his arrival. 


Say, did not tears of joy ſteal gently down _ 
Their cheeks, while their full hearts oerflow d with bliſs 


At the tranſporting thought, that the young BABE 
Was come to fave his people from their fins, 


And bleed for Iſrael ,—for a fallen World ? 


But ſay ye Swains, would not your feeling m_. 


Throb with keen anguiſh to attend the Muſe, : 
The tragic Muſe, while as ſhe ſings ſhe paints - 


In lively colours every ſcene of woe 


Which the REDEEMER paſs” d? Methinks you'd mourp, 


And weep in tears of blood: Urania weeps 


J aſſiſt my pen to trace th' INCARN ATE GOD, 
From Bethl'em's Stable, up to CALV' RY's mount 
| Where finiſh'd all his ſuff rings * 955 


How did the good old Simeon's heart o erflow 
With feeling raptures, when in with' ring Arms 
He claſp'd the BABE-divine ? The Temple rung 
With the loud ecchoes from his quiv'ring lips, XY 
Which bleſs' d the Nations, white he kils'd with joy 
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= The N AZ AR E E N. 

The bins MESSIAH l Nature bending down 
With a full load of years, felt the ſoul's pleaſures, | 
And the tranſporting peace diffus d its power 
Thro' all the frame, while ev 'ry unſtrung nerve 
Gave way to let th immortal ſpirit thro', 
Which, fraught with a Faith unwav'ring broke its es, 
And ſprung its way to God ; ; well pleas'd that firſt | 
He'd ſeen the Woman's promis'd SEED, that now 
Should bruiſe the Serpent's head. Not with ſuch joy 
The welcome news ſaluted Herod's ear, 
And charm d Judea's King : his frantic ſoul 
Replete with envious rage of equal guilt | 
With that of Devils, roar'd his edict out, 

To murder myriadg, that th INCARNATE GOD 
Might drop in the dread ſlaughter. Impious wretch ! 9 
Who aim'd to triumph o'er all-conq'ring Heav'n, 

| By making INFANTS bleed Could not a flower, 
| That bloom d in beauty like the ALL-DIVINE, 8 
Eſcape his envy, who in ev'ry grace, 5 
Knowledge, and Virtue, grew, and flouriſh'd fair, 
Above his years ? Witneſs the ſtriking paced 9 - "Where 


The N AZ A R E E N. 
Where learned Doctors met He in the midft, , ref : 
Diſputed for the honour: of bl God, no 359 
While all the wond'ring throng aſtoniſh'd ſtood, 25 | 
And loudconfeſs'd his wiſdom : ſuch the BABE 
That Egypt ſhelter'd from th' infernal ſtorm 
- Until a fuller bloom of riper years 
Had freed the Exile, and his Harbinger 
Appear'd ; then, with what joy the beauteous FORM 
Bow'd at the call, and enter'd Jordan's Flood, 
To teach a guilty World th' appointed way. 
Loſt Eden to regain. Methinks I ſee 
The NAZAREEN leaving the favour'd Banks | 
That witneſs'd his obedience ; heav'nly ſmiles, 
And God-like grace diffus'd throughout the whole 
Of the dear FAIR, while all-applauding "NM | 
With joy beholds his conduct, and ſends down 
The peaceful Spirit, Image of the Dove POE 
To teſtify his pleaſure. Thus full arm'd | ' 
With all the power of Deity, he dar'd 5 
I The conflict to begin, and met his foes 


With fortitude unmov'd, and dauntleſs courage; Prompꝰt 


22 The NAZAREE N. 
Promp't to the arduous taſk by love divine | 
For man, loſt man ! who from his father's fold 
Had wander d wide, and the bleſs d Image ſpoil'd, 
Which oh his foul in Paradiſe was ſtamp d, 
And fairly ſhone, Bright! portrait of a God! 
How loſt ?—Yet wonder ! n reſtor d? 


Led bl "We . 10 * bends his 3 


| 7 Not to a royal Seat, or ſtately Hall, 


Where Monarchs dwell, or Princes fit at caſe : 
Not to the houſe of Mirth where banquets kept, 
Attract a giddy Worid, who paſs their Nights 

In frantic joy and guilty diſſipation.— 

He, to a dreary Waſte purſues his way, 

A gloomy Wilderneſs, a barren Deſert, 

Where leafleſs Trees, and briers and thorns compoſe 
An awful darkneſs, and the- whiſtling Winds 

Add horrors to the myrmers of the Flood 


Which falls and daſhes down the ragged clit 
Of the rude rocks, and breaks the frightful ſilence 
T hat reigns throughout the whole! Such was the place 


The N A Z AR E E N. 
In which the CONQ'ROR choſe to baffle: Hell, 
Laugh at her wiles, the Tempter foil, and all 
His ſchemes o erturn. Hail glorious VICTOR | 
Let Seraphs ſound his praiſe on golden Lyres, 
And ſhake with deep vibration all the arch 
Of Heav'ns great building, while Urania ſings, 


How from the Mountain's top, and Temple's dome, 


He calmly view d a glitt'ring Globe's gay gems, = 
Her Thrones, Her Kingdoms, and deſpis d them all 
When once compar'd with the ſuperior gain 


Of Man's REDEMPTION This, his raptur'd heart 


Fir'd with ſweet pleaſures, and th infernal Fiend, 
8 d from his preſence. with a keen rebuke. 
ho but a GOD, 

A GOD INCARN ATE, over Hell's dark powers 


Could thus have triumph'd, broke their deep laid 3 1 4A 


And come off more than CON Q ROR 21 Who but He, aig: 


Could thus have borne the labour and. fatigue 

Of forty days retirement from the World. 

And ev'ry Worldly good, while trials fiercm, 
And Nature's want, compos'd _ bitter cup, 3 
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14 The N A Z A RE E N. 
Of which he 0 in the waſte Deſert, —— 


ither ye train 


Of Epicureans come, and 1 call your. n 


The Debauchee and Drunkard to attend 


The moralizing ſcene, Let Reaſon now 429k 
Exert her utmoſt power, and rule the wild 


Contending paſſions, ' which have borne the aig 


For num'rous years, and led your captive 1 ſouls 


To wide extremes of riot and exceſs 


Thro' many a guilty night. Come learn to live 


As he hath liv d, whoſe conduct Heav'n approv'd, 
And Angels bow'd t' attend. —See from the Skies, 
The op ning Skies a glitt ring train N 
Of Miniſters from God with food cœleſtial, 
And flock around their charge: The great I AM, 
As tho' unconſcious for his SELF-EXISTENCE 
Receives the bounty from his creature's hands, 
With 1 885 ſoul, and humbleneſs of heart. 

- — rede a Man, 
T hus liv'd a GOD i in Manhood, while on Earth, 


No _ he found wherein clay his Head. Tir'd 


The N A Z AR E E N. 
Tir'd Nature to recruit, See yonder rolls 
The Globe s great Day-ſtar his diurnal My 
From Eaſt to Weſt the fiery Orb purſues 
His deſtin'd journey, till the ey'ning hour 
Sinks him below the Horizon, and the _ 
Glad Labourer, with joy, ſalutes th' approach 
Of Night, which brings him reſt ; ſweet reſt he proves 
Within the humble Cot.—The Birds have neſts, 
And Foxes have their holes wherein they creep 
To hide from danger, when the SON of MAN 
| Hath no retreat from woe, but {et at nought N 
By thoſe whom, moſt, he lov'd. Wonder ye Choirs 
Who fill the ſeats around his bending throne, | 
That God, in anger, did not fend them home 
To their own place, and JESUS lay « AMEN.” 5 
To the dread ſentence. —Say, Urania, 6 
How did the faithleſs tribe of Iſrael mock, —&« 
And light the dear MESSIAH ? This World 8 FRE 
By all accounted, and a Mad-Man deem d, 
Tho' by himſelf the attributes of Heaven | Ta: | 
Were far abroad diſplay d, th' unworthy race To 
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To favour with conviction, yet they 3 
The proofs of his eternal Power away 3 ** 
Defy his Wrath, and trample on his Love. 

Gracious compaſſion when the SAVIOUR ſaw, 1125s 
A baſe degen'rate World replete with pride, "WC: 115 
How did he mourn and pity their dread fall 
From what he once had form'd them, when in pe, 1118 
| By num'rous miracles he tried: t regain fo 
The tainted Sons of Adam, yet ſo few AA 
Believ d the Work divine? 
Shall burning Fevers ſtop at his a 150 
And all diſeaſes ceaſe their raging power 
When he the ſignal gives ? Shall Lepers cleans'd, 
And fair as driven ſnow, before a croud TOs ©: 
Of Witneſſes appear, when he the Word, 
Th' Almighty word ſhall ſpeak, and yet the great 3 8 
Phyſician ſtand accus'd of leagues infernal ? 
Methinks I hear him ſpe ak, and ſee the hand, | 
The wither'd hand ſtretch'd forth to ſhow his praiſe 
To all the wond'ring throng, while from his Robbe. 
The healing power deſcends to thoſe who touch It 


—— — — — * — 
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N AZ AR E E N. 
——Oh ! may my Faith | 
All-conq' ring Faith L ſo touch th INCARNATE GOD, 


In Life and Death, that Immortality 
May be the op'ning bud, from which ſhall bloom 


Eternal pleaſures, — never fading joys; 


Tue 
Its borders. 


And Glory be the fruit on which my ſoul, 
My raptur'd ſoul ſhall feed when call d to ſhare 21 
The LAMPB's great MARRIAGE SUPPER; Blifful thought 
While Faith anticipates th* approaching j joy, 
Th' exulting Spirit ſtruggles to be gone, 
Longs for diſmiſſion from the cumb'rous load. 
And waits the great Releaſe with ardour: Then, 
When the broke fetters fall, and Death, in e | 
Lays low this mortal priſon, and ſhuts me 12768 
The tireſome ſcene of Life, away ſhe'll ſoar | 
Thro' Worlds of pureſt zther,—mount to oe” 
And aſcend to God : From that bleſs d moment, | 
Faith chang'd to fight, and hope to full enjoyment, ©? 919199 
Th' exulting ſoul ſhall hang upon its Lord, $650! Sb 
And ſee, unvail'd the God-head Face to Face, 9 
Till the long diſembodied uy again, bs RE he : Shall 
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Shall join her.fav'rite Temple, all transform'd 
And made Immortal, like the Gueſt it bears! 
At that delightful period, what a train 

Shall meet, in triumph, their exalted Head, 
And form his glorious Convoy from the Skies, 
While Angels rank the road? but above all, 
The F ellow-labourers, with him when on Earth, 
Shall beautiful appear; not as when firſt 
Sent out like Lambs among the rav'nous Wolves, 
With neither purſe, nor ſcrip, their lot they took ; 
Content to ſhare the ſcandal of their Lord, 

And counted the reproaches of his. Croſs 


Their greateſt Glory, —Honour'd indeed ! 
To ſearch into the myſt” ries of his Life, IN 
And preach the precious merits of his Death 

To fellow-Sinners !- With what rapt'rous joys | 

In that bleſs'd moment, will they join their CHIEF, 

Before th' aſſembled World, and give in all : 

'The long and faithful liſt of Life's hard labour, 

While JESUS, there, rehearſes every Name 

Of the dear pledges of his Servants love; „ -1/Thaſe 


The N A Z AR E E N. 
Thoſe Converts to his cauſe ſhall then come fort, 
And crown the MART YR D CHAMPIONS for their God. 
Oh ! what a gen' ral; guys But ſtop my Muſe, 
Thy nobleſt ſtrains can't reach the ſacred _ 
of the exalted pleaſures of that day. iP Ats 
Which ſhall reward their toil : More glorious child, 05 
Will the MESSIAH ſhine with ſuch a band 
Of CONQ'RORS, than when on the Mountain's * = 
 Array'd in Glory, the full GOD-HEAD ſhone | 
In grand reſplendence while the favour'd Three b 400 
Beheld th' ETERNAL FAIR in all his charms - | 
Amidſt ſuch beauty, where tht applauding voice 
Of Heaven re-echoed, could they but nw 
For ever to abide : On what a flfodd. 


19 


Of bliſs extatic, muſt their raptur d _ 

Float with delight, when i in the viſion wrap d., 
And ſaw the cloud thro which JEHOVAH 1s #3816 
And ſeal'd him his anointed? May my ſoul  . 

Approve the choice of Heav'n, while, Mary like, 
With ſtreaming tears, I bathe his ſacred feet: 51 Aa 30m 4 
Her bliſs, her pain, —ſenſation now imparts, $f 6} a And | 
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And ev'ry puls beats with the force of Love, 
While my glad pen relicarſes the dear truth; 
Of having much forgir n. O Pow'r divine! 
Aſſiſt o erburthen d Nature to ſupport 
The pleaſing pain that ſuch reflections give: 
And thou, Urania, arm my feeling ſoul 
The ſubject to purſue with manly grace, 

And Chriſtian courage, or the drooping quill, | 

Will melt, and mingle with the gen'ral flood 
Of flowing tears, which ſcenes like theſe inſpire. 


When glorious Warriors from the field return, © 
Mark'd with the ſcars of honour, —bleeding wounds - 
Or ſhatter'd limbs, bath'd in the reeking gore; 
What crouds attend to view their trophies, and 1 
The Conquerors to Hail 7Hark !- thro” the ſtreets, 

Long ranks of people, with their loud applauſe, 

Shout home the wounded: Vidors:! But a ſcene Hat 5 
Like this, tho pleaſing to the martial ſouln / 
Does not afford that bliſs which he poſſeſs e. 
W ho, low in ſtature, ſought the 8yc mores aid To 
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To ſee his Lord paſs by; nor is the ſound ag | : al rants 
Of all thoſe /acclamdtionis half ſo grateful, 7 2 5 vr. k 5 Yor 
As thoſe which iflu'd from his followers tongues | tad 
In loud Hoſannahs, while he near the Gates 112 
Of the Fair City drew. Who then, unmovd, 
Could ſtand to hear the gen ral joy around. 

a And ſee the SAVIOUR weep, nor blend one dean | 
One falling tear, with thoſe that trickled down, 
In vaſt profuſion, from his ſacred Eyes? 


Oft have I ſeen the impious and prophane, 524 4 
Triumph in gaining Converts to their crimes ;; 
Enliſting ſouls, unwary, for the War, 5 
Which, ſoon or late, will hurl them to the depths 
Of black deſpair, and everlaſting Night. 
Tell me, ye Drunkards, have ye not full off 

| Puſh'd round your pois'nous Cup with fair pretence 
Of gen'rous friendſhip for the Man you lov'd, 

While vileſt pleaſure beat in every pulſe, TE, 

Io ſee him take the bait, and heedleſs plunge. . * 


In the vaſt fur of an angry God! . Tem 


0 The NAZAREEN, 
Tremble ye Sinners of ſo ſable hue, | Wh 21 
And bluſh, while ye behold th! INCARNATE GOD, 
Weeping o'er efimes, not blacker than your own, 
And telling their dread fruits. Sce where he ſtands, 
And mourns the hardneſs of Jerus'lem's ſons 
In anguiſh and diſtreſs! How oft, Toy, lays he, | 
& Would 1 have ſcreen'd you from the awful ſcourge "= 
« Of Heav'n's avenging hand ; but ye refus d, 


And treated with contempt the tender d grace 


* 


C 


« Of peace and pardon, till for ever loft ?” 
Methinks J ſee the carcleſs City now, 
All riot and exceſs and every ſtreet 
Fhrong'd wich the buſy tribes of Iſrael's "EN 
Regardleſs of their Lord, nay, his own Houſe 
| Fill'd with a croud of Thieves, who'd ſell their fouls, 2 
Their conſcience, and their God, while Faith was —_—_— K 
To gratiſy and ſatiate every Luft | bro | 
| Oh! dreadful ſcene! well might the SAVIOUR drive” 
Such Merchants from his Temple, and o erturn 24. 
Their Tables and their Gods But lo! in Love 
He deigns yet ſtill to teach them, if per chance, The 
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The harden d race will liſten to his voice, 
Fly to his out- ſtreteh d Arms which wait t tereire, 

And graciouſly to claſp them to his breaſt, | 
Ere Death ſhall cloſe the ſcene, and Caly ry groann 
Under the cries of an expiring GOD! | 


—What pain | what bliſs 
Alternately, muſt fill his anxious ſoul, 


At the — TI _—_ bs 


Say my Urania, what cena awelt wy 


In the R EDEEMER's breaſt, when, ere the debe, | 


The tragic ſcene commenc'd near Kedron' Brook, 
He call'd his favour'd Followers to partake - 

His T eſtament of Love ? My wordaing ſoul, _- 
With ev 'ry thinking faculty i is loſt 

In grand amazement, when thereon I muſe | _ 
Aſſiſt me then, O Spirit from above! 

And tho' frail Reaſon ſtaggers at the thought bf 
Of ſuch unbounded Love; yet may the Tree 2 


Of Faith, which planted by thine own right hand 


Receive the Truth divine land on it live, 
„„ | 0 
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While with eternal Fruit ſhe ever blooms, 


And the rich verdure of her well-grown branches": 10 © 


Reflects juſt honour on the PRUNER's W 
And _ his name IMMORTAL — 


12 — 4 9 
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In that fad Ev'ning; when tak aid their LORD, 


To ſhare the final bleſſing from his hands 3 
How muſt their niceſt feelings then be touch d 
With pain unſpeakable, when from his lips 


The tender accents dropp'd, and ev'ry word 
Was mingled with a tear? Methinks I ſee 

The trickling ſorrows ſtream from either Eye, 
While he the bread divides, . and mer acts 

In character of Servant to them all. 
Oh! what a feaſt was that which JESUS made, muy 


Aud reid around che Bbard, While bleſſings erovn d 


The ſacred Food, — dear Emblem of himſelf ! 
And Mercy fill d the Cup of which they a 
In ref” rence to his Blood, that ſoon in "OY 
: Should flow from « every vein, and' ratify 
This Teſtament of Love to all Mankind. 
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And could a Judas bear th' affecting ſcene ; es 


Which then appear'd in every languid Eye, + 
Nor feel one paſſion move? Could he there fit, 

| While all beſide himſelf were bleading hearts, 
And ſouls diſſolv d in Tears; nor yet one drop 


Steal down his harden'd Cheek ? Could 1 Coulcicnce peeps | 


And unmoleſted, let the Sinner: reſt, 
Nor rouſe him from the Table with her cries, 
Cries, which will ever torture the poor ſoul 
With endleſs anguiſh, like a gnawing worm, 
When once let looſe, —commiſlion'd to torment ! 
How deſpicably mean muſt be his heart, 
To barter Heav'n, and all th' extatic bliſs _ 
Which fills yon raptur d Throng, for the poor gain 
Of this World's good, at beſt but filthy lucre, 
Which pleaſes for the fleeting hour of Life, 
Then damns for ever the immortal Man! 
Oh | gracious Spirit, aid this anxious break 
To ſearch if ſomething is not there conceal nd; 
That, Judas-like, would riſk Immortal Life 


To gratify th' inſatiate, carnal ming Which 


F 


— — a . ˙³Ü prnen—n_ Rn . a” 


Which covets all but God ; or let thy Power 
Aſſure me that my worthleſs name is gravd 


On the REDEEMER's heart; then ſhall my ant, 


With raptures, hail the ſweet returning months, 
T hat ſpreads the Table which his Will ordain' d, 


To aid the feeble followers of the Lamb 
The vic ry to compleat; while ey 17 Feaſt 
Commemorates his Death on CALV'RY's Mount, 
And tells th' admiring World a Saviour's love 


To each believing heart. Make haſte ye days, 
And bid the blifsful Sabbath quick return, .__ | 
Which ſhall rehearſe the SAVIOUR's dying jew; 3 
While my bright Faith ſtrikes deep into his ſuff rings, 
And lives for ever on th expiring GOD! || 

Was ever love like thine, - thou. Sinner Friend, 
When in rich mercy, thou the warning gave 
To an unguarded Peter, while thy prayers 
Pleaded with Heav'n for pardon and for den, 
Of Faith, to overcome the Tempter's ile [hci 
And break the deep. laid ſnare which he had form'd , 
To felt his ſoul as Wheat. —Mhen g floods of lore 0 erpow's | 
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O'erpow'r the raptur' d heart, and draw. the ſoul. 18445 
From Earth to Heav'nz while er burning waſh, 
With all the fulnely.of; A God is fill'd, . * a 55 ; 5 
And every raviſh'd pow” r with Peter colin. 0 : 
« Lord, rather than deny thee, Death ſhall aſe 
6 My willing ſoul away, and Blodd ſhalliſeal-. 9 

cc The glorious paſſion of my conſtant breaſt : 

3 — In hours MA Enid a 1 41% 

thus 3 are we molt in danger, for the ſoul ls fe 


* 
* 
* * 91 


Fill'd with the glories of the e 551 al ezocft Hai 
Forgets the weakneſs and depravit )o 1 4 41 4 fl 
Communicated by her Father's fall!!! 

In Paradiſe ; and Satan too isnow 7 1 14 d ein H 
Moſt buſy to beguile th unwary heart dns bavors 164 od ve b 
With thouſand golden baits.— 80 have I ſren wen | 


The curious Traveller with zj joy aſcend n By 
The Mountain's ſteep, | nene the PPAR 1 % a 
And a grand view of all the neighb'ring, Work | 
Imparted to th aſtoniiſh'd eat 
While yet in raptures, and th e 
Was feeding faſt on the wide 


| 
N 
5 
1 
| 
[ 


As tho' the (paciousſorne was all its o ẽ n 


Th' unguarded-ftep he took, and down he funk 
From the vaſt precipice, whoſe ſhaggy fides, © 
Made long, * e che * 

— —— Bot hark ! What groans, 
viſit my ears, and fill my trembling heart, 7 


1 4 1 * .4 : — 
* * Py - 
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With a ſtrange kind of horror, wild ideas. 


And melancholly gloom ? What voice is hang 0 


Which ſpeaks in feeling-language, while the e ii; 


The murm' ring Brook of Kedron echoes bacecxk 
The painful accent thro' the liſt ning Trees? 
Tell me ye Spirits of the midnight hours 

Who watch around each ſolitary Grove, 105 | 6.09 

Or lonely Garden, till the morning breaks | 

And the nocturnal ſhades expire; O tell, — 


Tis ye I now conjure, 0 te 
What's that? Who's there? Alas my ſoul, —wby ſhrink, 


Il me now. 2-8 nne 


Surely the ſound's domeſtic, is't not Prayr ?- 


Yes, —Pray'r, unutt rable! Oh — tis JESUS, — 


N ere 


Hark! how he ſupplicates his * IJ * 


* + 4's 
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While blood in Torrents down his temples roll, 

And paints the tortures of the SAVIOUR's heart 
In ſtreams of vital crimſon, —and his God 

Pours the full vials of his fierceſt wrath, 

| Down on his guiltleſs head; — yet hear him pray, 


Father remove this Cup, if tis thy will, — 


But Oh ! not mine be done, — to thee I yield!“ 
Witneſs divine—GETHSAMENE !—Thou art 


The facred ſpot where all's diſplay'd to view. 
Here is the Origin, and here th* Effects 
of that ſtupendous paſſion of the ſoul | 
Call'd Love,—Amazing Mercy 1 O how vaſt 


The length, the breadth, the depth, and ſacred height, . 


Of the unmeaſur'd Ocean of his Love, 

While God himſelf can ſuffer in this Vale 

The mis'ry due to Man ? See, all his ſoull 
Borne down with the great weight of every crime 
Of this rebellious ſtubborn heart of mine, ve 

And the whole World' s blended in one vaſt bulk; 
Beneath whoſe mighty load, the tender frame 
Bows till the blood veins burſt; * he cries 


& 2. 2 7 * 
- a * 4 
* $5.57 


„„ me /NAZAREEN, 

6c Father, thy Will be done}? —— I 
O ſweet ſubmiſſion to his Father's ind, W 40 Irie 79 * 
Copy celeſtial of his humble heart!!! | 
How could I wiſh to walk, and tread the ſteps ' 
Which JESUS trod, when come for to fulfil - 8 2 
The merciful deſign for fallen Man,. . 

The reſtoration of his fout to Blifſs,— 
Th' appeaſing of his Father's flaming wrath, _ .. 
And making Peace with Heav'n |— 
This, the dear ſubje& of my ev'ry thought, 
Shall tear the Thrones of Sin and Satan down; 110 
Nor ſhall the garden of GETHSAMENE — _ 
Witneſs that JESUS pray'd-in vain for me, | ns 8 
Or that his agonies and bloody ſweat, < erin; | „ 
Were not as Baths divine to melt my ſoul. 


121 | 
"yo, 


Hence, ye Uſurpers, far away be gone 

| Nor ſteal the honours: of my Saviour's Names. 

He, the dear God i is worthy all my- Love, 

Nor ſhall my. ſacred powers be unemploy d. 1 | 
But each engag'd is Mem ry to rehearſe, Zier Stole: 


While my glad ſoul, in e, ponders 0˙ er 1 115 7: 


A... * 
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The vi'lent Paſſion which he fuffer'd there! 
Paſſion indeed! when ev'ry nervous cord 
Witneſs d the fervour of his ardent Prayer, 
And to the mighty force of Spirit ſunk. _ 


If the tir'd clay wherein the GOD-HEAD dwelt is 
T hus ſunk beneath i its load, well might the frames, 


The weary Frames of his weak Follower's drop, 


And weep themſelves to reſt ; but ſuch an hour 


Demanded ev ry drouſy ſenſe to watch, 

And be upon its guard: lo! while they Pg . 
The bloody train advance; their guilty * 5 
Fill'd with the waving implements of Death, 

And Judas for their chief, whoſe ev'ry: feature 
Bears the ſweet ſmile of Love and Innocence. 


What, more than Hell, muſt fill the Traytor's breaſt, 
When, with « HAIL MASTER, his unhallow' d lips 


| Approach' d to kiſs his Lord, and by that act 
To give him up to Judgment, and to Death! 


Hark ! thro” the erouded road the echoes fly, | 
Which ſpeak the pleaſures of the guilty throng, 


Who lead him, as Pveſeen-a Mutderer led, 


: 
5 
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While bigk diſdain, and ſovereign contempt | 
Sits on each eye. But where was Peter now? 
Peter, and all were fled, and left their Lord, 
To the rude inſults of the vicious train, 
By Hell aſſembled in one general band, 
Whoſe ev 'ry look, and geſture ſpoke their fouls | 
Fill'd with inſernal madneſs and delight, 
While o'er their prey they ſung. - Thus they advanc' d, 
And with a ſhout the High Prieſt's palace hail'd, 
To which they now drew near; th' unwilling hinges 
Scem'd with reluctant grateing to unfold 
The heavy Portals, ſuch a ſcene to harbour, 
Of guilt, unrivall'd, which was there diſplay'd. 
The Hall i is throng! d, and lo! the NAZAREEN 
Before the bar of Pilate is arraign'd ; 


But hark ! mean-while, the Mattin-Cock's ſhrill tone 


Alarms my ears, and ſpeaks a fallen Peter 

Who, trembling, ſtands before a {lave,—a Servant, 
While he denies his Lord, with Oaths and Curſes } 
Say my Urania how th infernal powers | | 
Laugh'd at the timid ſoul, who bluſh'd to on 


— 
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A God in Manhood, while be-ſhrunk at Man * 


Their ſnares in this retreat, were anſwer d now, 
And fwift, to Hell the joyful news was borne, 

Of a MESSIAH, treated with .contempt 

By him, who lately could addreſs his LORD, 

« Thou knoweſt all things, thee thou know” ſt J Love 
Reflect my ſoul !—A fall from Paradiſe.— 
What tongue can ſpeak its horrors, or whas "REN 
Can pierce, can fathom the tremendous _ 

Of Hell, which the Backſlider feels — 
How frail? how weak i is Man ? Let ava Ck 


Unſtifled let it ſpeak, has Peter's part, 
Has Peter's ſin ne 'er been my own ? Thro' life, 


How oft may it to my long lift be charg'd ? 
Thoughts, words and acts, ten thouſand times have cry FR 

I know him not: Hand yet, how blind we are, 
T0 blame a tempted Peter, while ourſelves - 
Remain unconſcious of the ſelf ſame guilt 1 - 
Forgive, great God | [forgive this careleſs hear, FP 
And thou, O facred Spirit look on me — 


As JESUS look d on Peter; then the tears 


* 
bs 4 
* 
. - * 
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ot deep contrition from theſe ſtreaming eyehociiacts oi be 

Shall flow, and true repentance fill my breaſt,”  - | I 1 5110 
While on a pard' ning God with peace I gaze! 
Methinks I ſee him ſtand, and looks of love 

-On ev'ry feature dwell, while at the Bar © 


Th' imperious eroud deride The form divine! 
Portrait of Meckneſs ! ſee him patient there, 
While the rough rabble all his ſacred perſon 
Treat with contempt'ous ſneers, and ſmite that face, 
At fight of which Arch-Angels ſpread their veils, 
And Scraphs bluſh t' explore | 
When the laſt Trumpet ſhakes the falling ) World, 
And floods of flaming fire ride down the ſkies = 
On ſtormy winds of vengeance, to prepare 
The way for the deſpis'd NAZAREEN ; 
Where ſhall a Herod hide his guilty head 
From the down bearing ſtreams of- ſacred GY | 
JUDGMENT s great Harbingers? Where, ſhall they, "TOY 
Who ſmote that: ſacred head, and laugh d to ſcorn. 
A GOD divine, whess o'er his furrow'd ſhoulders, +, ; 
irempt ouſly they caſt the gorgeous Robe, > 300: GHNAARAA 
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And crown'd his brow with chorus? See down his enbles 


The purple flood flows from each wounded _ e 
Drops, and congeals on ev ry ſacred lock ** 2 
While, like a Lamb, the ſuf” ring God appears 1 
Before the Bar, nor opens once his mouth. ; 
Say heav'nly Muſe, — from ev'ry painful ſtroke 
Of the rough ragged Scourge, did he not ſſine 91 
With greater luſtre, and his God-head bloom 
With beauty more exalted, while he „ 
By his example, the illuſtrious train : 


Of Martyrs, how to ſuffer and to die ? 
All hail! ye conq'ring followers of his Croſs, © 
__ Glitt'ring with him, in Garments roll'd in blood; | 
How am I raptur'd with the extatic thought. 
Of his appearing, while the glorious throng, 1641 oY 


Stand all around him, and with triumph Geke) e e 2000 


The emblems of his Death? Then ſhall a trembling, 


An awful trembling feize the guilty Wels Ec bed cd; alid'f 


Of thoſe, from whom the ger'ral cry we hear, 
« Away with ſuch a Monſter from the Barth, 
% The CROss, the CROss * while * give The 


i * N ** * 
% 
N : a * 3 
: 
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The Mountain's ſteep © aſcend : The n 17 
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The KIN to, nas vote a Traitor's life 
See, while Eis Pardon 8 ſign' d, what crouds attend - 
To view the VICTIM deſtin' d to the Tree, 
Fainting beneath the burthen of his Croſs: ;— 


A cruel pity gives a ſmall relief, 10 
And the Cyrenean bears th' unweildly load, ROK dine 


Form'd for his torture forward to the Hill 
Where all his Woes expire.—Methinks I ſee - 
The worn-out Manhood of a GOD ſupreme 1 
Exert, almoſt the laſt remains of Life 


Preſs onwards to the Spot with eager — . 3 
The dreadful ſcene to view, while round him cada | 
The band of Murd' rers. Hither, ye prophane, | 
Ye tramplers on his Blood, his Love, his Croſs, 


Come ſee th INCARNATE die | Hark how the cords, 


The manual cords give way to the rude nails, 


While the hard Wood, almoſt refuſe them entrance, 


And calls each ſtroke with greater veng ance down, 


"To pierce his facred Limbs, and fix them there. 
Painful idea + O the _—_— ſhock, 


; ; * f 
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The tortur'd Frame muſt feel, when high ſuſpended 
On the full ſtretch be hung tween Earth and Heay'n, - 
From both an outcaſt,” and in their. eſteem 
Of both unworthy. See between two Thieves 


— 


The glorious SUFFERER, pangs unknown 2 ret J 


While ew ry vital cord is vr ng with anguiſh; 
Yet ſtill the Godhead ſhines] Hear how he prays, 


« Father forgive, —they know not what they do 
Gracious compaſſion 1 when his quiv'ring tips, AD HO 


Could interceed for yonder guilty Train, 

Who, while they ſaw the ſtreaming blood deſcend 

Out from his hands and feet, could ſtill deride 

And mock the ſuff'rings of a dying o 

With Vinegar and Gal}, , —while by his Croſs 

His Robes they Om ere he breath'd out Life, 
— KC may my ſoul 

Copy the beautcous Portrait, and with him 5 

Pray for its enemies, While like yonder Thief, 

By Faith I caſt me on a gracious G GOD, 

And with him prove the length, and breadth, and ard. 


And height of Love divine! Lo! there it flows 
5 


\ 
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In ind ARreaur.our from his ſacred Side, 8 
And dye's his CROSS with blood. At ſuch an "I 


Well might the Lamp, — 
Retire, and hide in gloom the guilty World!“ 
Well might all Nature tremble, and the Vail! 
Of the ſtrong Temple rend ; while op' ning Graves 
Pour d forth their dead to ſee a GOD expire! 


e bluſbing Lamp of Day 


HE DIES, HE DIES A-SUFF RER, but HE DIES. 


A CON QROR too, —and' his expiring breath, 
Shakes Hell' 8 foundations, and her deep laid e 
Blaſts into nothing, while his glorious CROSS,. 5 
Shews each Believer's crimes with blood. o'erſ} wa a 
Blood that will triumph ober the wrath of Heay' Bs 
Stop Sinai's Thunders, —filence Sinai's Law, 
And ſpeak the Sinner freely re 1 

Ye facred Choirs WM al yon  bliGful ſeats, 


Ye glorious train who ſung IMMANUEL's birth, kn 
Come hymn the VICTOR: now; and let each hand, * 


Each tuneful hand ſweep: ev'ry ſounding, ? 5 +; „„ 1 


And ſtrike the well-brac' d * of ev'ry Len 1 


* * 
/ 
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That Seraphs bear, to tune a'SAVIOUR's Love; 4. e 
| While the grad Conor down Ea amy. nya Sd 
And Saints below th extatic Chorus ij join, r 
„COMPLETE REDEMPTION, PAR ADISE REGAIN pr» 
Immortal CONQ'ROR, | thee Urania fings, ; / | +: {+ 
Thy Croſs, thy Death, thy Vict ry and thy Crown, 
The ſacred Muſe inſpire! Ye Sons of Light., 1 971 
Who form the Church triumphant in the ſkies, _ 42 
To the Church-militant your voices Din, „ own I 4 
And aſk the Grave, * Where is thy triumph non, 
Or where's the Monſter's ſting ? 'r JESUS has laid AAN 
Death's terrors all in ſtlence, and array cd 
The griſley tyrant in a dreſs divine: 


He's taught th uncouth Spectre all the airs 

Of Friendſhip and of Love. Who then ſhall fear 

The Grave's dark Manſions, or the bands of Death, 

When JESUS leads the way ? Us, thro” * Tomb 
Has made an eaſy paſſage for the ſoul 5 


1 — 
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From Grace to Glory; if then he aroſe, 


$0 ſhall his followers riſe, like him Immortal, | 
O'crcome like him, and like their Maſter nine! Sing 


— 8 
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Sing then ye ranfom'd, ſing th aſcending S 4126 
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While myriads ſhout the conq ring eee 8 al lid 
Thro' the ætherial blue, to Heav'n's grand portale, 9245 

Where Seraph wait th glorious Prieſt to cron, 
And bear him to their King. Lo! there he ſtands, 


And ſhews the WOUNDS on CALVARY receid , 


He pleads their Merit, while the glorious _] + DSS 21 
Pour forth th' All-prevailing Prayer, and force one 


The SPIRIT down to ſeal us HEIRS of HEAV'N 4 


Thrice welcome, ſacred Gueſt, our hearts 
While Faith from Piſgah's top the fields deſery 
Where Saints redeem' d, in ceaſeleſs pleaſures rove, Ut 
And Man's immortal theme, is GOD's ETERNAL LOVE! 
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In MEMORY of 


. MATTHEW BUTCH ER, Jexron, 


Of SUTTON in 2 


Who Departed this Life Die roth, 1777. 
1 N w 0 P A A T 8. 


eee eee 
PART the FIR S T.—— HIS DEATH. 
eee, eee, 


Fe} ARK '1 How the ſolemn knell, 
ES A Spirit's gone, a Pris'ner's fled 3 
The awful ſound of yonder bell 

Tells me that LYSAN DER's dead. 

Ves ;—'tis he, tis he is gone 
This trembling heart re-echoes the ſad truth: 
Methinks I hear th' attendants moan 


Around the dying Bed of thip departed Youth, That 
K | 


= LE G v. 
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: Where 0 
Is now "MEI WM ohaftly Tyrant's ſeat, 
And floods of tears attend each deep-fetch'd figh ! 


Hymeneal days * no more can pleaſe, „ 


ce. —where virtue ſmil' d in ev "ry eye, 


The bridal feaſts, no longer charm | 
Chang d [for coffins, ſhrouds] are theſe, 
While non-effectual medicines {ound the great alar m 
Death, within his cold embrace 
Has claſp'd the Father of the Bride : 
swept his hand acroſs his face, 
And laid the Lovely Youth aſide : 
The well built form juſt rear'd its head, 
; And gaz d awhile upon the buſy throng ; 
| Then ſunk among the filent dead, 
And left the jargon here to join th* heav'nly ſong, 
Well may ye mourn, ye weeping FAIR | 
The blooming Tree its beauty's loſt ; 
Of ev'ry verdant leaf ſtripp'd bare, 3 n 
And kill d by dying Nature's froſt: No 


The deceas'd with great chearſulneſs, bore # 
very lit 


al charaQer [Fath at the N 
dee Bal. * . of - : nl. 
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No more the life- imparting look, FFF blunt 


No more the pleaſing grace, 
| Thoſe gentle airs have now forſooů 
Yon pale, yon ghaſtly face : 
Every houſe that knew his feet 
A ſolemn aſpect wears; 
And ev'ry mourning friend I _ 
Is ſhedding floods of tears: 
Not a ſcene attracts my N 
But all confirms © LVY SANDER gone * 
The gentle zephyrs in their flight,, 
Leave behind a gen' ral moan! 
I faw the building gently bend, 
But the laſt ſtroke, the great, the "UE" 4 


Pierces my heart; I mourn 5 


| But ah | can fondeſt tears my friend recall ? 
In him bright GEN IUSqais'd her throne, 
And WIT fat regent there; 
The MUSES with the GRACES ſhone ; 
But Death has ſhook the Temple down, F 
And ſent the ſoul to Worlds unknown, h 
To ſeek a dwelling there. 


o 
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44 an * . * 0 . 
Oh could Tall che tuneful Nine 
Awake to form my ſong divine, 
To hymn the gen'ral grief; 
A ſolemn vigil would we keep 
Together, —and together weep, 
But ah ! which of the Nine can give my mourning foul relicf ? 


The burning fever now no more 
Shall painful thirſt create ; s 
Freed from its fierceſt raging power, 
The ſoul hath reach'd th' immortal ſhore, 
And left th' unfeeling clod in its primeval ſtate. 
That panting breaſt has ceas'd to riſe, 
That flutt"ring heart has ceas'd to beat, 
And God has wip'd thoſe weeping eve? (of dof in oaibe 
And render'd all his hopes compleat : 5 
Then tend'reſt triendſhip ceaſe to mourn, 
Nor with LYSANDER to return 
To ſuch a Sphere as this ; | 
Nobly he's finiſh'd Life's ſhort part, 


And God has call d his willing heart, 15 | 
To ſhare with poder: ranſom'd Sem th' unutterable bliſs! 
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But hark 1 methinks I hear the ſolemn call; 
It loudly ſpeaks, £6 Attend his funeral. 8 


Imagination paints the weeping Croud, 


And ev'ry paſſion ſtrait begins to mo e Þ 


While murm' ring Nature ſighs aloud ; 
Unwilling to ſubmit, tho” to the hand 1 — 
How ſhall I bear © attend th” main view, 


The ſad proceſſion ſlowly moving on? 294 


'Twill ev'ry grief, twill ev'ry woe renew, 
And pierce this ROE. ſoul with e unknown. 


But ſtop ye wild dest f ee 8 
Come ki kiſs the rod. and own the righteous hand; 
— Oh | fond Nature, give the ſtruggle o'er, 
Nor longer wiſh ww þ will of Heav'n 4 withſtand. 


| The fame aſſactive Providence, | 444 . of OY; 


That call'd thy friend LYSANDER bence, 
Has bid thee be refign'd ; 1 55 Belt 
Since he has gain d yon blifsful OY _ 
To worſhip at th* ALMIGHTY's feet, 


Why need we grieve" to ſee the Clod within the grave confiat® - 


L 


* 
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PART the SECOND, 
On a REVI E W. ol his GRAVE; 


ee ae tf. abreissen ep fe. 


ND muſt the weeping Muſe, . once more 


"4 


— 


Let fall the tributary. tear; mY 
| Again the mournful ſcene dn . | LY 15 
| And feel the poignant Anguiſh near 2. 
| Muſt ſhe again her Friend review, 
And ſtill the dear LVY SANDER mourn, 
While, near yon gloom-inparting Vew, e 
She viſits with her. 2 his ſad, tho peaceful Urn? 1 


O Death e e Monſter 1 . my. F riend, iT 

z Whoſe preſence charm d away m duller hours? 
Can nothing from the Tyrant's pinions rend 

The lovely Youth, —and recollect thoſe powers, 


Which form'd for friendſhip, prov'dithe gen'rous od. 
That habited the Clay, and beautified the whole ? 8 


* [3 


Wither and droop, and die, and no more pleaſure. yield, . 


A * IL. E G WM 
The SPRING advances —all my woes renew, N eu, Inn 
And throng afreſh around my wounded heart; 1 
The bladed green, and budding hedges too, | 
Seem with my ſoul to ſhare the ſympathetic ſmart : 77 at: odd 
They ſhed their weeping dew - drops o'er his ſad remains, 
And give again freſh keenneſs to DECEMBER's pains ! 


O dreary Month which introduc'd the ſcene, 

Of Death to him, to me unrivall'd Grief 1 

Strip'd of his verdure, fair and green 

He now lies unregarded, like a faded 1 

I call, ER ATO weeps, but filence all da 
Reigns thro' the gloomy Worlds beneath the ground l. 


Shall yonder Walks, ſhall yonder Groves no more, 

Witneſs his converſe, and I, liſt' ning, ſtand 

To the rich tiuths he ſweetly canvas d o'er, 1 

While genuine friendſhip reach'd me out his hand ? | 
No! gone, for ever gone! The Grove, the Mead, the Field, 


Penſive 


| 
j 
i 
| 
| 
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1 n n 


Penſive I walk the ſolitary Path, 
That arm in arm my Friend and I have beat; 


And at a diſtance view the lonely BATH, 


- Which ſpeaks my loſs by its vacated ſeat: : 


Oft when th' intenſeneſs of the noon-day Sun 


Had warm'd the air, —thither we us'd to run 


Each in the neighb'ring flood with Pleaſure ie, 
And plunge, elated, in the wat'ry grave: | 


But Death has cut the ties of friendſhip thro”, = 


And only left theſe ſcenes, my anguiſh to renew. 8 
Von branching Arbour, fraught with new ſprung green, 


Seems to ſuſpect his flight, and droops its head; 


And eager aſks, © What can his abſencs mean, 


a My conflant Vot'ries gone, the dear LYSANDER's dead!” 


Full of the awful truth, —the leaves ſhed tears, 


And for the much fov'd Form, Nature diftreſs'd appears. 
O come aſſiſt my grief, ye pitying Nine! 


Nor let him die without ſome friendly lays ; ; | 
Aſſiſt to build an everlaſting Shrine, 


. And | truth in well carv'd tons ſhall mark thereon his praiſe, 


O come 


An B L1G Y.- 
oO come ye Naiades, join the mournful ſong, 
In ſoſteſt notes his Mem'ry to rehearſe ; 
Let Driads round the weeping Concert throng, 
And with their feeling pow'r rs aſſiſt th elegiac verſe 2 


Ve Groves, and Fields, and Valleys tcho the diſtreſs, 
Nor gentleſt Zephyrs flying make the murmers leſs | 


# ©.#% * » 
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And is this Heaven ? O how unlike the World 
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ND is this Heaven? O what delightful ſcenes 
Burſt on the light, and charm theſe raptur d Eyes? 


80 lately freed from, with her mortal cares oo 


And is this Heav'n ? ye pleaſing Proſpects hail 
Wide as ye ſpread, and vaſt as your extent | 


8 E R A 1 
——— es, this is Heavn; 
And the F AIR SPIRIT, every tuneful Harp, 


| Bids welcome to the Concert and the Bliſs ! ! T HALIA. 


The HAPPY SPIRIT. 
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Tranſporting thought |! How ſhall this ſpirit bear 
A Weight, ſo big with Glory ? Lend your wings 
O lend them, and aſſiſt me to the T hrone, = 


Where the vaſt Croud attending, pay their honours, 1 


And caſt their crowns before th exalted LAMB 
5 E 1 P | = 


Ves favour” d SAINT, theſe winged Cherubs wait, 
Swift to fulfil all thy immortal wiſhes, 5 


And bear thee to thy God: — There fall PI 


While the grand Choir of Saints and Angels join. 


Jo echo thro' the ſpreading Plains of Bliſs, 5 
Thy ſafe arrival from the Vale of Tears? 


Is © hus ſpake the Seraph, when the glitt' ring Train, 
High on their Pinions the blefs'd THALIA bore 
Up to the circled Throne: — the trembling ſtrings 322 


Of every ſacred Lyre, by JESUS tun'd, 


Rehears' d th' immortal Lays, while the dear SCAR, 
On that triumphant VICTOR's wounded SIDE, 
Indubitably ſeal'd th eternal Peace! 
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52 The HAPPY SPIRIT. 
Oh! could I j join thoſe hymning Sons of Light, 
And ſhare with them th' extatie flames they feel ? 


RESPONSE. 


Yes facred Muſe, for Earth has loſt her charms, 
And fairer proſpects "riſe beyond the Tomb * 
The Grave invites me, while my raptur 'd Eyes, 
Pierce thro the ſolemn ſhades to brighter Scenes, 
And gaze, exulting, in the blaze of Day ! 
| When will the tedious round of Months and Years 
Finiſh its courſe, and waft me to the ſkies ? 


When will the Skies expand, and Heay' n in view, 
Create immortal raptures in this breaſt? 

| When ſhall I walk the blooming fields of bliſs, 
Breathe the pure air of my Celeſtial home, 
Sing to ſome harp the honours of my God, 

While JESU's Name from ev ry tuneful Lyre, 
1 sounds thro* the Groves of Heav'n ? 


LIFE's 


LIFE Ss UNCERTAINTY. 


„ Lord, what is Man? - - - - - = The PSALMIST, 
* > © Poor Penſoner on the BY of an hour ! ” YOUNG. | 
244 43 i + 2 j 1 Fa q . 
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— — Diſtreſſing though 
Is lach our ſtate, midſt all the ſeeming ſweets. „ 5 
Of a gay, flatt ring World ? Is this the Baſe, — 
On which deluded Mortals build their Bliss; AI Se = 
A Life on ev” ry fide replete with Death," n, rig Be” [ p 5 
And full of mortal Woes, and mortal Cares 2 42 5 . 
And is Earth's Sew.-gaus Man's s ſupreme „ 180 day 
And can her Phantoms charm th' immortal mind, dior mt 
While Syrens like, they 'Tare it from its guard? e ür 
Ohl to be Wiſe and Watchful k is WISDOM, - [561 
Go to the TOMBS, and heat tlie preaching Dead 1 l 
Nor hear alone, but hearing learn to Live, O20 * INGO 


And learn to Die.— The Dead read: Lectures well; 1 
And if well learn' d, will well inſure our Bliſs, „elm! 
Whene er we re ſummons'd ; What tho ſoon or Wa T 
No matter, if th important Point i is gain d. commit NK 


Then Sudden Death's SA blefing,—SUDDEN GLORY! 
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S SR IKE a large Wilderneſs of Woods FE "ASP : 0 


= | L 4 80 is the Globe with diff rent Objects dreſs d; 
G 5 And ev 'ry path wherein her Tray lers walk, 
With various Flowers is ſtrew'd ; F. ortune Griden 
Them with a partial Hand; to ſome ſhe gives 

N The ſweet, to ſome the bitter ſhe eee * FE Fab 

| Each muſt accept the Portion of her Will. Ut I] ny 

3 Thus ſerv d by her, thro the vaſt Maze they paſs; 
Some notic 4 —ſome unnotic'd ;—but none loſt : 

For when the Day-Star marks the annual round 
Compleat ; TIME or ETERN ITY will find 

Them ALL ; and when to give the great Account | 
They re ſummons d, — ALL will produce! In thy found, 


ETERNITY 1 what Pathos 0 how large; 


* 


How 


* 4 


CL'/O'BE of the TEO 38 
How ſpaciciis thy extent!?/ Oompar d with EINE. 1122 47517 la; 


Juſt like an Ocean, and a Dew-drop:z-=or/ + od 1 414d 
More reſembling all created Worlds, when bi uno V 


| With an Atom balanc'd.—Sce vonder rolls I att E. 128 A 


- TH Globe's great TIME-PIECE e e as "_ goes, 
Another YEAR revolv d; fince whoſe firſt Day, 


* 


What vaſt concerns are Giniſh'd on the Stage B 


Of Life? What buſineſs done D What ſouls: e 1 d oT 
And j join d the World of Spirits? To an Ead „ : 
All ſwiftly poſts ; but thou ETERNITY, 97 od; ot 
Art but beginning yet Lo ! there it 1 n õον 28 5 


The grand Horlorge of Immortality 5 4A3Y e 
Which meaſures Moments, by immortal ages, 
And Minutes, by itſelf ETER N ITY! 
True, by the Time piece of the Univerſe, 
Nature's great Hand has mark'd another YEAR, 
But IMMORTALITY s is not ſo ſwift: : 
| She points the firſt, commencing moment yet, 
And ſhews Immortals that their joy, or pain 
Is but begun; and when ten thouſand Years 


Have made their Exit from th account of Man, She'll 


it 


565 C LIO'S'BY of the TRR. 
She'll tell them'the ſame: ale OMNI AG . 
Conrriv'd the vaſt Machiae, anch thb her M. heeks) as 92il Au, 
Lag ſlowly round, yet ſtill they onwards more zuildinslor 910M 
But who ſhall ſee the CIRCLR form econ gs 1A ns fi 
Or know che beating Balance ſtop, Toll want 71g 2 odold 2d lt 
Of winding up METERNITY, 
Beſide ! — Af fuclizaus fate 31 15 i οο finv 1G 'F 
To be upon our Guard becomes uscheſt, ae 49.110 
Leſt, when ETERNITY's v aft - -Portalscopen, // of. bio bat 
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Ve ſhould be ſummans'd; unawares, to Enter 5 Wali IA 
cut down as Cumb rers of the Gioĩu nor ſpar d 19d 71% 
BE Another YE A R. FEW): wife rz0 sgl 10 ioo b bg ad T 
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on her » Recovery from Sickneſs E 
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COranrs,) I call thy bert: to eng. 
: The works thine Eyes review ; 
The wonders of thy God, _ ſte lab 
So lately wrought eWsrnnO <5 light 0 = 7 


N ear to the borders of the dent PER: 6 | dr 
Bus bo l hy eee, . 
Hath ſhewn ſufficient Power to ſave ; | 


And now renews: within thy dying D ba {ow 04 


Freſh lite and vigour t to rehearſe his Name | - 
O ; - | : « Once 


Addreſs to a Young LAD V. 
Once more the ſolemn, bliſsful taſk repeat, - 
5 And joyſul at his footſtool bend ; 
There caſt thy Crown beneath thy Maſter' s feet, 
And to his throne thankſpiving ſend, 


For life-prolonging, health-reſtoring Love, 


Deſcending from above,- , «. 
Which blooming Youth recalls, and 1 revives, | 
Throughout the fainting Clay 3 3 | 
1 I) hen borne un, 
| Upon the wings of gratitude 0 
| | And love, and bleſs his Name with = bai bi 


5 


How awful was the Hand ** 2 
And ſuddenly bereav'd that beauteous face- 
Of all its ſhew of Health ? O mark __ Ge, | 
That now in mercy, turns apace, 
To beautify the ſtructure which Mead the 
By the ſeverer anguiſh, 
And was left to languiſh, 


. 8 * 


Long weeks and months, under t the ſtroke Satan ! 


Addreſs to a Young LAD v. 


But, may he now impart 
Io thee a grateful heart, 
For mitigating pain, —and bid thee ſhine, 
More beauteous than before, dreſs d in his love, 
And in his humble footſteps ever make thee move 


4 ” 


This, this dear Maid | is all aink, — 
To ſee thee follow Chriſt the LAMB ; — 
To bear his honour 4 CROSS, 
And count it all but droſs, 
To gain his plaudit, who on vonder Tree! 
Fainted and died for Thee * 
Oh! may the Aanctifying Spirit breathe, 


Thro' all th afflictire Providence; IEP NS os 


And baniſh from the heart the things of time and ſenſe, - 
And bid thee to his praiſe and glory live; 

Then call thee home to ſhare Immortal Life, — 

Then waft thy ſoul from Earth, and end the glorious witz! 
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RASTER TELY 


E Nations hark, the Trumpet ſounds, 
Which calls the ſleeping Crouds to riſe, 


: From pole to pole its mighty Voice reſounds, 


And with the deep vibration ſhakes th opening ſkies „ 


The Skies obey, and bid the flames deſcend, | 


The flimes deſcend and Earth's vaſt fabrick burns ; j 


The ſtrong foundations of all Nature rend, 


And Earth, and Heav'n,and Hell, . the thock by turns. 
Hark the ſtrong Pillars crack around, 
And Globes of Fi ire, on fiery Globes are hats; 


From Eaſt to Weſt is heard the mighty ſound, 
And Chaos, and confuſion, fill the burning World! The 


ODE on JUDGMENT. 

The Sun in darkneſs hides his Face. 
The Moon is chang'd to Blood, 
And Stars, and Planets end their race, 
And quit with haſte, their wonted place, ? 

To make a way for God | . 
He comes, He comes the awful Trumpets ED Log 
And Jews, and Gentiles now their jeans ſhall know, 


And Sinners meet a gen'ral overthrow 1 8 

Again the T rumpet ſounds, ye ere ad. 
Ariſe | come forth, and meet your final doom: 

TH obedient Graves refuſe to be their bed, 
And crouds of trembling Sinners iſſue from the Tomb. 
The Iſlands now the awful MORN ING feel, | 
And 1 and 1 ow'rs, and Rocks, and lag A Mountains reel. 9 


See, che vaſt 1 ade in * Ann 
of every Nation, every Land, and Tongue; 
With chearful haſte the Judge they downwards ben, 
And loud Hoſannahs from the Judgment long: 
As they approach his Nail-prints ſhine, 


C0000 ˙·» . 


62 ODE om JUDGMENT. 


Still bearing marks of Blood-divine, 
And tinging all the Robe he wears! 


With rapt'rous joy th' exulting Saints 


Sing loud the Victor's Name 3 
And every Hallelujah paints, 
The honours of the Lamb ! | 


| 15 ut from beneath, what ſhrieks of Woe ariſe, 


What aching hearts, and Oh | what ſtreaming eyes, 
| When all forſaken, midſt the Flames they riſe ? 
Forſaken | N 0,—for God nn; 

In Majeſty array d; 


is preſence rouſes all their fears, 


And juſtice ſtrikes them dead. 
In vain on Rocks and Hills they call. 
Rocks they melt, —and Mountains fall; | 
Nature and Time ſhall now no more be ae TY 
For God deſcends, and Angels fix his Throne ! 


| While lo! the CONQ'ROR mocks their tears, 
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oOo DE on JUDGMENT, 
But lo ! the ſolemn pomp is ſtaa dc. 
And Nations at the Bar appear 4 | 
The Thrones are ſet, and Books are laid, | 

And Saints, and Seraphs lend their a:: 

Io publiſh Sinners there. e n en. 

But firſt, the Lamb's oreat Book of Life's rouge th, 
The Saints are known in Characters of BLOOD; 

And thouſands from the Eaſt, the Weſt, the North, 

And South, are loud confefi'd'the Sons of God! 
With ſongs of Triumph all proclaim 
The gen'ral joy at his Right-hand ; 

While thoſe who bear not the Meſſiah s Name, 
Confus'd before the croud of Saints and Angels ſtand, 
And muſt, and do they hear their doom, 

While from their Judge the heavy Curſe deſcends, 
45 Depart, Depart, but not into the Tomb, 
Depart to Hell, and j join your choſen friends ? 

Friends that they were, —prove foes, anon | 
And drag them to the fiery flood * 

While Saints and Angels join in one, 


'To juſtify a Damning God 


64 
Oh painful parting, hark what ſhrieks ariſem: 
Sinners to Hell deſcend, while Saints outbrave the Skies ! 


The Trumpets ſound the Crouds divide, 


The Saints on Wings of Seraphs ride, 
And Heay'n within their view *_ 

Th' immortal Ports, wide open thrown, 

Rejoice the ranſom'd: Train to own, 
While Angels ſhout them thro' 1. 
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Blooms with reſplendance on our rip'ning Faith, 
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VICISSITUDES OF LIFE, 


Non omne quod hic micat Aurum el. 5 


. 


EO OE DO rene ed re- eee 


oem: IFE, when full dreſs'd, is but a rugged path; 


0 8 0 But we are heirs of Heav' n, nor lean on Earth 


S 
As the great Baſe of Bliſs.— Our joys we e draw 


From ſprings Immortal, while Immortal Life, 


And Hope CIT 6 the blaze of Day ! 
— — . ſtill we find, 


Paſſion, and Appetite, and Luſt, and Pride, 
Bear down like torrents on th' o erburthen d ſoul, 


Wreſt us from God, and pour on the weak Man, 
The great, unutterable weight of Woe! 


| Dreadful idea | borne away by ſtreams 
Which countermand our bliſs, and promiſe fair 


To exile us for ever from the port of. 


* 


66 VICISSITUDES of LIFE. 


Of Hope | When will the tireſome journey end, 
And we, ſafe landed on the peaceful ſhore, 
Review with joy, the fickle ſcenes that's paſt ; 
Call the fair fruits of Paradiſe our own, 


And feed thereon with raptures ? Blifsful thought ! 
Faith catches the bright Harveſt as it grows, 


And lives as Angels live, while down to. Earth 


She bears, on her glad wings, the life of Hear” n; 


And bids us ſhare its ſweets, ere we arrive, 

At the glad Haven of eternal Peace. 

But ah! how falſe is Life? No ſooner we 

Poſſeſs the foretaſte of immortal Bliſs, 

Than ſhe preſents ſome Rival, and calls down 

Our thoughts to the mean baubles of a Globe, 

Dreſs d gay in Pleaſure's habit to allure 

Th' unwary heart awhile, - then loudly burſts, 

With flaming tortures round the cheated foul ! 
80 have I often ſeen, on a Calm day, 


| he ſtately Veſſel wanton o'er the Flood; 


Proud of her bellying ſails, and crouded maſts, 


Ware out her ſtreamers to the neighd'ring; f ſhore, 


And 


Sit right a-ſtern and blow a pleaſing Gale, 


When lo l th' elated Maſter gives command, 


The ſwift attendants, chearfully bear up 
Th' unwieldy Anchor thus a-looſe the floats. 
In all her pride, and dances o'er the Waves 
Her pond'rous Hulk, laden with ſtores of ſweets ö 
F or foreign Climes, unmindful of her fate, 
Fer dreadful fate, impending in the air, 
And threat' ning ſwift deſtruction from the „ 
Which now aſſemble, fable as the Night, 
And dye in darkneſs all the mid-day Sky | 
Hark | the hoarſe thunders rattle round the Sphere, 
And blazing tempeſts leave the angry Heav'ns, 
In vengeance dreſs'd,—call to the ſtormy North, 
For hail, and wind, to aid the gen ral Woe ! 
The North obeys, ahd dreadful blaſts are pour'd 
'In fury o'er the agitated Deep, 
While foaming Surges, juſt like Mountains nie, 
And bear a- top the batter d veſſel — All 


| Beneath 1 is Death, —and Death awaits her tall : — 


'VICISSITUDES of L IF E. 
And call th Advent' rers forth: The faw'ring Winds 
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Not long he waits, for lo! another cruſh, 


Frowns forth with terror, the aſcending brine 

Above her Maſts, Wave ſwiſtly follows Wave — 
Th' affrighted Crew, ſeream from the * ſhrouds 
In dread deſpair, then altogether fink | 
Into the vaſt Abyſs '—Diſtreſſing thought! 
80 we glide down on Life's precarious ſtream, 
While thouſand dangers mark us for their prey! 

In vain we ſearch for peace in glitt' ring Gold; 
Gold wears a ſting, and wounds beyond a cure! 
When Nature fails, VIRTUE alone will ſtand, 
While States, and Empires fall amidſt the Wow; 8 
The aniverlal biaze of burning. Worlds 
If ſuch, O VIRTVE ! ſuch the grand ane e bY 

That waits thy Vot'ries,—o'er the wreck of Time 
To ſhout exulting, may the BRITISH ISLES, 

1 Bow at thy ſhrine, and ſhare th* exalted bliſs 
| Attendant on each CONQ'ROR, while Diſeaſe, - 
And Death, and Woe, in vain conſpire to 8 
Them in diſtreſs conſummate g and e = 
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